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Leather Interior 


Author's Notes: 
Just a little ficlet for a request thing I've got going on over on LiveJournal. This is the third one I've finished, 
and | figured it wouldn't hurt to stick it here too. 


KEEK 
Joe didn't know who the Mustang belonged to. 


It had just been sitting there in the parking lot, headlights turned on though no one was inside, and they'd 
paused to stare at it, smoking their cigarettes and wondering aloud who owned it and whether they were 
obligated to search them out and tell them that their lights were on. They watched and waited and debated 
gently, working their way through cigarette after cigarette, admiring the paint job and bitching amiably at each 


other over whether it was manual or automatic and which one was better. 


Steven was the one who tried to open it first. He'd tossed down his cigarette, ground it out with his toe, and 


marched over to the car, peering into the windows while Joe followed, protesting half-heartedly. If Steven 


intended to poke around the car, he would poke around the car and hear not a word against it. Joe could only 
follow, really, and so he had, though something told him it would be a far wiser course of action to simply call 
it a night and make his way up to his hotel room. 


It's not locked," Steven announced, opening the driver's side door and sticking his head in. "Leather interior. | 


was right." 


"Real leather?" Joe asked, but he could smell it from his position just behind Steven. He peered in and nodded 
approvingly. It was nice leather, the same rich shade as peanut butter. Very classy. "Maybe you shouldn't get 


into someone else's car, Steve...” 


He was blithely ignored as Steven's shoulders vanished into the car, followed by the rest of him until only his 
feet dangled out. It was tempting to grab hold of his ankles and yank him out, but Joe resisted. He'd gotten 


good at resisting impulses where Steven was concerned. “C'mere, you gotta see this!" 


"See what?" he grumbled, bending forward and bracing his hands on either side of the door. "It's a car, Stephen. 
A car that doesn't belong to you, so.. Steven! Steven, get out of the backseat! What the hell do you think 


you're doing?" 


Ostensibly, Joe got into the car in order to fetch Steven back out. It was perfectly obvious to both of them, 
however, that the real reason he crawled in was the look in Steven's eyes, so wickedly promising that it was 


utterly impossible to resist. He did have that gift, and Joe cursed him for it daily. 


"Steven, no. We are not fucking in the backseat of a stranger's car," he said patiently, but Steven only smiled 
and hummed and crooked a long finger. Joe wavered for a moment, warring with his self control, then tumbled 
into the backseat alongside Steven. It was pointless to argue. If he went up to the hotel room, Steven would 
simply stay down here and jerk himself off and make a hell of a racket in the bargain. At least Joe knew if he 
stayed, there was less chance of the two of them getting caught. 


"They left the door open," Steven purred, slithering off the seat and pushing Joe back. "Besides, we won't make 
a mess." Joe opened his mouth to protest again, but Steven's fingers were already working his jeans open. 
Speech had a tendency to desert him at times like that, so he just leaned back against the seats and closed his 
eyes. 


Cool fingers drew his prick out, caressing it gently and drawing a soft little moan from his throat. He was 
already fully hard; the prospect of fucking Steven while the threat of discovery loomed over them was more 
than enough to get him hard, and the little teasing touches made him ache and throb and push his hips up, 
begging breathlessly for more. 


Steven's tongue swirled around the head of his cock, teasing a gasp free, and Joe's hips bucked up eagerly. He 
hoped Steven wasn't going to play tonight; they didn't exactly have time for that sort of thing. As lovely as it 
was to have a blowjob last for an hour, he was more in the mood to get it done with at this particular 


moment. 


"Quit being so jumpy," Steven chided, purring and running his tongue along Joe's shaft. "We won't get caught..." 
Then his lips sealed around the head of Joe's prick, sucking slowly, and Joe completely lost track of his 
arguments. Steven was right, of course. As long as Steven kept bobbing up and down like that, he could be 
right about whatever the fuck he wanted to be right about. 


Joe moaned low in his throat and tried to sink lower in the seat as Steven's lips slid down his prick, taking him 
deeper and deeper. He tried to cling to some semblance of coherent thought but it was a futile effort. He'd 

just have to hope that if the owner of the car showed up all scandalized that he'd be able to buy his way out 
of trouble. Steven wouldn't be any help, he knew. He'd just sit there with those wet, swollen lips looking like the 


cat that swallowed the canary. 


He was moving faster now, no longer teasing, and Joe's fingers tangled in his hair, guiding him gently. Steven 
enjoyed the pretense of being used, but if Joe ever actually attempted to make him do something, it would all 
be over. It suited Joe just fine; he'd found that Steven worked best when left to his own devices. The thick, 


heavy pleasure gathering in his pelvis was evidence enough of that. 


"S-steven," he stuttered, head falling back against the seat. Everything smelled like leather, leather and new car 
and the weird, musky lotion Steven had taken to wearing lately. Joe gave a strangled little sob. It would be 
weeks before he was able to put on his leather pants without getting hard. hell, it would be weeks before he 
could get into a car without getting hard. Well, fuck 


And then Steven's teeth scraped along the underside of his cock, just barely enough to sting a little. He hardly 
ever did that, but every time it drove Joe absolutely out of his mind. With a cry of shock and bone-deep 
pleasure, Joe jerked forward, curling his body around Steven's head. He could feel Steven's throat working 


around him, swallowing happily. When Steven sat back, wiping his lips, there was a deeply smug look on his face, 
the kind that he wore when he intended to keep Joe up all night. 


Joe didn't know who the Mustang belonged to, but as he dragged Steven out of the car and into the hotel, he 


offered up a silent thanks to their carelessness and vowed never, ever to leave his own car unlocked 


